(Hi Jeffrey, Try these 2. best, Frank) 
Home of the Apparently Brave 


When I ran the election 
the operatives have a shit-fit. 


“In the debate our guy’s 
a slow-witted jerk!” 


Good! The people like 
that. More like Charlie 
who came to repair 


the washer and had funny 
stories. “Then let’s ride 
with the jerk?” 


ALL the way 
to the White House! Just 


a-bobbin’ and a-weavin’ o 
ye of little faith! “But 


governing is different. 
It’s handing out the jobs, 
and the pearls, for 


one thing. Plus that 
foreign crap. How 
do we know...?” 


We don’t. We’Ll never know. 
I don’t know now. He could 
be coyly smart for all I know. 


We’Ll never ever know. Can’t 
you see? That’s the beauty! 
It’s Rope-a-Dope to infinity! 


Let’s call it the Battle Rap 
of the Republic, Muthuh! 


Now where can I get fucked 
literally? Boy or girl? 


American Political Amalgam 


Senators don’t want Ay- 
rabs running ports. 


Pres sez Done, turkeys! 
Threatens veto if 
they meddle. 


Though they can override, 
the greater moral question 
gets overlooked again. 


Must the bribes revert? 
What’s the honest course? 


Something’Ll get worked 
out. In the spirit of 


Henry Clay, and 
the Corleones. 


Frank lives mid Florida ports. He’s working on his Arabic. 


